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South was fulfilled, for Lairgnen, King of Con-
naught^ took to wife Deoch, daughter of the
King of Munster. The new Queen of Con-
naught pined for the singing of the swans and
sent Lairgnen to carry them off. Lairgnen
came to Inis Glory and seized them in spite of
Mochaom Og.

But lo! a wondrous thing: suddenly from the Swans
Slack fell their feathery coats, and there once more they

stood,
Children; yet weird with age, weird with nine hundred

years
Of woe: four wistful ghosts from childhood's daisied

field!

Four children there they stood, naked as when in glee
They plunged into the lough.   And Mochaom Og in

haste

Clad them in spotless fair white robes of choristers.
But Lairgnen curst he loud, with Ceoch, for their sin.

The four children were baptized, and, hav-
ing taken the sacrament, they sang away their
souls that night.

And in one grave he laid, keeping Fianoula's word,
The four Children of Lir; and masses for their souls
He said, and wrote their names in Ogham on their

stone;
And in the church he hung the four white shapes of

swans.

In Gaelic-speaking days this poem was a
national epopee known from Fair Head to
Cape Clear, told in the poor man's hut and